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Bene. Troth my Lord,I haueplayed the part of Lady 
Fame, 1 found him hecre as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
Warren,I told him,and I thinke,told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland,as being forfaken,or to binde him a rod , as be- 
ing worthy to be whipt. o 

Pedro. To be whipt,whats his fault? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreflion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being ouer-ioyed with finding a birds neft, fhewes it his 
companion, and he ficales it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou makeatruft, a tranfgreflion ? the 
tranfgreflion is in the ftealer. 

Ben. Yet it had not becneamiffetherodhadbeenc 
made, and the garland too,for the garland hemight haue 
wornc himfclfc,and the rod hee might haue beftovved on 
you,who(as I take it jhaue ftolnc his birds neft. 

fedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftorc them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their finging anfwer your faying,by my faith 
you fay honcftly. 

Pedro. The Lady 2k*fr/rc hath a quarrcll to you, the 
Gentleman that daunft with her , told her fhec is much 
wrong'd by you. 

Bene. O (he mifufdc me paft the indurancc of a block: 
an oakebut with one grecne leafeon it* would haue an- 
fwered her: my very vnbr began to affurnc hfe.and fcold 
with her: fhee told mee, not thinking I had becne my 
felfe, that I was the Princes letter, and chat I was duller 
then a great thaw, hudlin* ieft vpon ieft , with fuch im- 
poflible conuciance vpon me, that I ftood like a man at a 
marke, with a whole army fhooting at me : fhee fpeakes 
poynyards, and cucry word ftabbes : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there wevc npliuing neerc 
her, {he would infedt to the north ftarre : I would not 
marry her,though {he were indowed with all that Adam 
hadlcft him before he tranfgrcft, fhcwould hauemade 
//irn:*/*/ hauc turnd fpit, yea, and haue cleft his club to 
make the fire too : come, talke not of her, you fhall finde 
her the infcrnall Ate in good apparel! . I would to God 
fomc fcholler would coniure hcr.for ccrtainely while (lie 
is hecre, a man may Hue as quiet in hell,as in a fanduary, 
and people finne vpon purpofe, becaufe they would goc 
thither, lb indeed all dilquiet^ horror, and perturbation 
foliowes her. 

Enter CUadio and Beatrice t Leonato, Hero. 

Pedro. Looke hcere fhe comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruiceto 
the worlds end ? I will goc on the flighted arrand now 
to the Antypodcs that you can deuifo to fend me on : I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtbeft inch 
of Afia : bring you the length of Prefter Johns foot: fetch 
you a hayrc off the great £ hams beard : doc you any em. 
baffage to the Pigmies, rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro. None,but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir,hecres a difli I louc not,I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of 
Signior Bcncdtcke. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it me a while, andl 
gaue him vfe for it,a double heart for a fingle one, marry 
once before he wonne it of mce,with falfe dice,thercforc 
your Grace may well fay I haue loft it. 


ng. 


himdowne. JpUthi ^ 

Beat. Sol would notheftioulddomc,my Lord l* 
Ifhould proouc the mother of fooles : I hauc broil 1 
^ount Claudio, whom you fent me to feeke. Sht 

Pedro. Why how now Count, wherfore arc von fiH 

Claud. Not fad my Lord. 

Pedro. How then ? ficke .<* 

Claud. Ncithcr,my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merrv 
nor well : but ciuill Coun t,ciuill as an Orange,and f 0ffi 
thing of a icalotis complexion . 



is won , I hauc broke with her father, and his goodwill 

giui 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 


obtained, name the day of marriage, and God puw 
thee ioy. 


my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,8c ; allp Uce 
fay, Amen to it. b 

Beatr. Spcake Count, tis your Qu. 

Claud. Silence is thepcrfcaeft Herault of ioy, I were 
but little happy ifl could fay, how much ? Lady, as y 0lj 
are mine, I am yours, I giue away my felfe for you , and 
doat vpon the exchange. 

Beat. Spcake cofu^or (if you cannot) flop his mouth 
with a kiflc, and let not him fpeake neither. 

Pedro. Infaich Lady you hauea merry heart. 

Beatr. Yea my Lord Ithanke it,poorc foole itkcepej 
on the windy fide of Carc,my coofin tell* him in hii care 
that he is in my heart. 

Clatt. And fofhe doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes cucry one 
to the world but I, and I am fun-burn d,l may fit in a cor- 
ner and cry, heigh ho for a husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice \ I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haue one of your fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne're a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

Prince. Will you ha.te me ? Lady. 

*Beat. No,my Lord, vnlefle I might haue another for 
working-daies, your Grace is too coftly to weare euerie 
day : but 1 befeech your Grace pardon mce, I was borne 
to fpeake all mirth, and no matrer. 

Vrince. Your filencc moft offends me, and to be mer- 
ry, beft becomes you,for out ofqueftion,you were born 
in a merry howre. 

Beatr. No fure my Lord, my Mother cried, but then 
there was a ftarre daunft,and vndcr that was 1 bornc:cc 
fins God giue you ioy* 

Leonato. Necce,vvill yon looke to thofe rhings I told 
you of ? 

Beat. I cry you mercy Vncle,by your Graces pardon, 

Exit Beatrice. 

'Prince. By my troth a pleafant fpiritcd Lady. 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy clement in her 
my Lord, fhe is ncuerfad,but when (lie flccpes, andnot 
cucr fad themfor I hauc heard my daughter f«y,flic hath 
often dreamt of vnhappineife, and wakt her felfe with 
laughing. 

Pedro. Shec cannot injure to heart tell of a husband, 
Leonato. O, by no mcancs, (he mocks all her wooers 
out of fuite* 

Trince. She were an excellent wife for Benedicks 
Leonato. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weeke 

married, 
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^r-r^^uld talke thcmfelucs madde. 
insrnw, « 7 cUud(0 ^ hcn ^ane you to goe to 
prince* 

Ch 7 Ch ' To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 

,,p hauc all his rites, 
till Lou- dl j m0n ^ ay> my deare fonnc, which is 

Lm \ ft feuen ni sht^nd a time too bricfe too,to hauc 
hence a nun tM m i^de 

all things ^^yj'^ the head at fo long a brea- 
Pri T' t j warrant thee Chndto. the time (ball not goe 

*Kvs I will in the interim , vndcrtakc one or Her- 
Villi which is, to bring Signior Benediche and the 

C * U a Reatrtcc into a mountatne of affection, th one with 

\ i r I would faine hauc it a match, and iHoubtnot 
fihiontc, if you three will but minifterfuch afli- 

^ Ut 10 «c T fhall Aue you direftion. 

8 SrMy D Lorilamforyou, though itcoftmee 

ten nights w^tchrngs. 
CUhL And I my l ord. 
Vrin And you to gentle f/^? 
Hero. I will doe any modeftoffice,my Lord,tohclpe 

% C ^ n AnS^ the vnhopefulleft husband 
ri^tl know : thus farre can t praife him,hee is of a noble 
valour,nnd confirnVd honefty ,1 . wi 
(heefhallfa 

ta louc with Benedicks,^* I, with your two helpes,wili 
faDraftifeonSw^, that in defpight of his quicke 
wif and bis qucafie ftomacke,hce {hall tall in loue with 
BeJtric* : if wee can doe this, Cupid is no longer an Ar- 
cher his glory (hall be ours, for wee are the onely lone- 
gods, goc in with me,and I will tell you my dntt. Exit . 
Enter John andTtorachio. 
lob. It is fo, the Count Clandto Qui marry the daugh- 

terof Leonato. 
Bora. YeamyLordjbutlcancroffeit. 
John. Any barrc, any crofle, any impcdiment,will be 
mcdicinable to roc, I am ficke in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfocuer comes athwart his affetfion, ranges cuenly 
with mine, how canft thou croiTe this marriage ? 

Bor. Not honeftly my Lord, but fo coucrtly, that no 
'diflhoncfty (hall appearc in me. 
John. Shcwmebreefelyhow* 
*Ber. I thinke I told your Lordrtiip a ycere fince,how 
muchl am in the fauour of Margaret 9 tht waiting gentle- 
woman to Hero. 
John. I renumber. 

lor. Ican^t any vnfeafonable inftant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

John. What life is in that,to be the death of this mar- 
riage? 

Bor. The poyfon of that lies in you to temper, goe 
you to the Prince your brother/pare not to tell him,that 
hee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
Q&ndio, whofe eftimation do you mightily hold vp, to a 
contaminated ftale,fuch a one as Hero. 
John. Whatptoofc {hall I make of that ? 
Bor. Proofe enough, to mifufe the Prince , t# vexe 
Ckudio 9 to vndoc Hero, and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 
ny other iffue? 

Mn. Onely to defpight them,I will endcauour any 
thing, 

Bor. Goethen,findemeamectehowre, to draw on 
'Pedro and the Count Qaudio alone , tell them that you 
know that Hero loucs me, intend a kinde of zealc both 
to the Prince and Claudto ( as in a loue of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends repu- 
tation, who is thus like to be cofen'd with the fcmblancc 
of a maid,that you hauc difcouer'd thus:they will fcarce- 
ly beleeuethis without triall: offer them inflances which 
fhall bearc no leflb likelihood , than to fee mee at her 
chamber window,hearc me call Cfr/araam, Hero ; hcare 
Margaret terme me Claudio , and bring them to fee this 
the very uight before the intended wedding, for in the 
roeanetime, I will fo fafhion the matter, xhwHero (hall 
be abfent,and there fhall appeare fuch feeming truths of 
Heroes difloyaltie, that iealoulie fhall be cal'd affurance , 
and all the preparation ouerchrowne. 

hbn. Grow this to what aducrie iffue it can , I will 
put it in pra&ife : be cunning in the working this , and 
thv fee is a thoufand ducatcs. 

Bor. Be thou conflanc in the accufation, and my cun- 
ning fhall not fhamc me. 

Iohn. I will prefentlie goe lcarne their day of marri- 


£xit. 


"Bene. Boy. 
Boy. 


Enter Benedick^ alone. 


Sigivor. 

Bene. In my chamber window lies a booke, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. J am hecre already (ir. Exit. 
Bene. I know that, but 1 would haue thee hence, and 
hecre againe. I doe much wonder , that one man feeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
bchauiourscoloue, will after hee hath laught at fuch 
ftiallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owne fcorne, by falling in loue, & fuch a man is Claudto, 
I haue known when there was no mufickc with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now had hee nther heare the 
taber and the pipe : I haue kno wne when he would haue 
walkt ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake earning the fafliion of a newdub- 
let: he was wont to fpeake plainc,& to the purpofe (like 
an honeft man & a fouldier) and now is he turu'd ortho- 
graphy, his words arc a very fantafticall banquet, iuft fo 
many ftrange difhes : may 1 be fo conuertcd, & fee with 
thefeeyes ? I cannot tell, 1 thinke not ; 1 will not bee 
fwornc,but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,bur lie 
take my oarh on it, till he haue made an oyftcrcfme, he 
fhall ncucr make me fuch a foole: one woman is faire,yet 
I am well : another is wifcyet ! am well : another vertu- 
ous, yet I am well : but till all graces be in one woman, 
one woman fhall not come in my grace: rich fhcefliall 
be,that*s certaine : wife,or He none : vertuous,or He ne- 
uer cheapen her : faire,or lie neuer looke on henmilde, 
or come not neere me : Noble, or not for an Angell : of 
good difcourfe : an excellent Mufitian,and her haire fhal 
be of what colour it pleafe God , hah / the Prince and 
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor. 

Enter Prince^Leonato^Claudio, and lacke Wilfon. 

Prin. Come,fhall we heare this mufick? ? 

Claud. Yea my good Lord : how ftill the euening is, 
As hufht on purpofe to grace harmonic 

Prtn. Sec you where henedicke hath hid himfelfe ? 

Clau. O very well my Lord:themuficke ended, 
W cell fit the kid-foxe with a penny worth. 

prince. Come BahhafaryitsW hcare that fong again, 

Balth. O good my Lord,taxc not fo bad a voyce, 
To (lander muficke any more then once. 

Prtn. It is the witneffe flill of excellency , 

To J 


